A    QUARREL

we had been. I was taken for the absentee minister
and asked how soon I would be ready to accompany
them to the meeting house. I was almost prepared
with my companions to carry out the joke (we were
in for fun), but I found I was too exhausted with
fatigue to attempt it. I had never before come so
near occupying a pulpit.
Convinced that he no longer needed the prestige of
his railroad position, Carnegie resigned his superin-
tendency March 28, 1865. He was in his thirieth year.
He had been in the service of the Pennsylvania for
twelve years and two months. The railroad had been
good to him.
One prematurely warm afternoon soon after, Carne- *
gie and his friend, John Vandevort, were lying on the
grass in Homewood, their backs propped against a tree.
They had been reading Bayard Taylor's Views Afoot.
"Vandy," remarked Carnegie casually, "if you could
make three thousand dollars, would you spend it on a
tour through Europe with me?**
Vandevort, a serious, student type of young man,
with a full beard and eyes veiled behind spectacles, re-
plied instantly:
''Would a duck swim or an Irishman eat potatoes?"
"How much money have you got?'* asked Carnegie.
"Oh, perhaps three or four hundred dollars/*
"All right," directed Carnegie, confidently, "let me
have it tomorrow and 111 see if I can't make It grow,
Mr. Coleman and I have a pretty good oil deal on.**
Carnegie soon made Vandevort's modest savings ex-
pand into the required amount. But the European trip
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